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brave show and a marvellously accurate picture of
fifteenth century warfare. The end of ' Richard's' mag-
nificent oration to his troops, and the sudden dart
forward of soldiers and horses with the cry of 'St.
George!' Dorling confessed made him positively shout
from his stall.
I did not follow too closely Shakespeare's description
of Richard as a " bottled spider/' an " elvish marked,
abortive, rooting hog," because one must not forget that:
j. Shakespeare was writing for a Tudor Court.
2.  Old Lady Desmond, who saw him at a dance, maintained
that there was little in good looks to choose between
him and his brother, Edward IV, who was notoriously
the handsomest man of his day.
3.  Neither Garrick nor Edmund Kean interpreted Shakes-
peare's description of his appearance too literally, if we
are to accept Hall's picture of the latter and Hogarth's
of the former as faithful portraits.
The version I played was, of course, Shakespeare's,
not Gibber's. It is amazing how long the bombastic
fustian of Gibber held the stage, and how hard his
version was to dislodge from it. Edmund Kean, who
made his great success in Gibber's version, revolted
at last and tried to force Shakespeare, pure and unadul-
terated, upon the public; but they would have none
of it, and he had to return to Gibber. The oft-quoted
line "Off with his head! so much for Buckingham!"
which according to tradition never failed to bring down
the house was Gibber's.1 I think Irving was the first
to win over the public for Shakespeare's unspoiled,
original version ?
Constructively, however, there was something to be
said for Gibber. There is evidence of a certain hastiness
in Shakespeare's construction here and there, which
1 The applause which followed this absurd line was naturally very precious
to the actor who was playing * Richard.' Harry I/oveday, whose father had
played with Kean, told me a good story. One night a small part player, from
sheer nervousness, rushed on to the stage and shouted "My Lord, the Duke
of Buckingham is taken and we've cut off his head." Kean, absolutely non-
plussed could only murmur: " Oh! . . . then there's nothing more to be said."
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